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PRAXITHEA,

That I might bid thee die not!    Peace ; no more. 420

CHORUS,

A godlike race of grief the Gods have set

For these to run matched equal, heart with heart.

,               PRAXITHEA.

Child of the chief of Gods, and maiden crowned,
Queen of these towers and fostress of their king,
Pallas, and thou my father's holiest head,
A living well of life nor stanched nor stained,
O God Cephisus, thee too charge I next,
Be to me judge and witness ; nor thine ear
Shall now my tongue invoke not, thou to me
Most hateful of things holy, mournfullest              430

Of all old sacred streams that wash the world,
Ilissus, on whose marge at flowery play
A whirlwind-footed bridegroom found my child
And rapt her northward where mine elder-born
Keeps now the Thracian bride-bed of a God
tn qpamen  but this land